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for learning is ingrained/ no gift could be better calculated to
raise the recipient in his own and his friends9 estimation. A
small sum was therefore allotted, with a request that a good
instructor should be chosen from the lamas to teach him his
letters.

Going, up towards 'Fhangu, the scenery is not specially strik-
ing. After a few miles, altitude begins to affect the denseness
of the forests; yet here, where trees should be prized, denuda-
tion is going on apace, due to the habit of clearing new acres
by fire in order to sow corn. We passed wide tracts where all
the big trees stood leafless, mere blackened skeletons, sur-
rounded by bare soil or low scrub of recent growth. The
destruction seems to go on recklessly and it would be worth
some attempt at Regulation by the State Forestry department.

Close to T'hangu big trees give place to vegetation similar to
that found near the snout of the Zemu glacier. The prevalent
flowering plants are dwarf rhododendrons of several sorts,
purple or white, and primulas, either small mauve, large dark
purple, or, in boggy places, yellow ones like cowslips. Blue
poppies are also common. T'hangu is not a village; there is
only the pretty hermitage, a big cottage surrounded by a circle
of prayer-flags, on a grassy knoll, and under it an eyesore of an
ugly, ill-constructed rest-house. In June the surrounding hills
are clear of snow; the weather was unceasingly damp, with a
raw Scottish mist.

There was local excitement at the time because of the com-
pletion of a new Mani wall near the road, neatly built of
masonry and cement, with the sacred inscriptions incised on
flat stones embedded in the wall. The letters were left white
on a ground made red with a kind of clay. The builders
were two pilgrims who spent their time going from place to
place and erecting these walls; but the carving was done by a
local man. The moment for consecrating the Mani wall had
arrived and the headman of Lachhen and several monks and
peasants assembled for the ceremony. A large tent with red
flounces was pitched, housing a brazier, a table and a seat
for the abbot. We introduced ourselves to the pilgrims, who
were standing by, surveying their handiwork. One of them
was a thick-set man of powerful build, with a merry, open face
over which laughter was continually rippling. He was a child-
like soul, delighted with the smallest things and radiating a